"If you will be seated, Prince," she said, turning down
one of the hinged seats on the wall, "I will find Sosthenes
for you."

He moved towards the seat. "That's very kind of you,
but I will find him. Tell me, while you were in Antioch
was old Stephanos preaching?"

"Alas, Prince, no. He was away in the north some-
where; he had been preaching outside The City, and had
not returned."

"You say, 'Alas'. Are you one of his flock, then?"

"No, Prince, I never saw him, nor heard him preach.
I had a letter for him, but was never able to present

it."

He looked at her with quick interest. "Did you go to
Antioch from Alexandria, by any chance?"

"Yes, Prince."

The answer seemed to excite him. "Tell me, will
you," he said, "if you can forgive the question, tell me,
was your letter to Stephanos from Timotheus?"

"Yes, Prince," she answered.

She had not expected such an effect from such a ques-
tion; his face became radiant.

"You saw Timotheus, then? Tell me, are they
persecuting him? Are they half killing him? How is
he? You actually talked with him only a few weeks
ago."

"Indeed, Prince, I did. They are not molesting him
at the moment. Some of his friends there told me that
the Orthodox were cruel to him when he first came
there; but not lately."

"Even the Orthodox will recognise a saint," he said,
"if they let him live long enough. Did you hear him
preach?"

"No, Prince. He talked to me and advised me."

94